Potty-Pals ~or~ Farts are Funny! °% ™ 

Kids come preinstalled with the greatest sense of humor on earth: everything amuses a 
child. However, potty training is an enigmatic rule to them, which foreshadows more to come in 
his or her big people lifelong training program. A seemly pointless effort to young minds 
performing in a pot what comes naturally; especially since everyone else but kids have a problem 
with them doing so ad liberty. However, personally I am all for this policy. As one who has 
negotiated sidewalks doing the ‘dog-poo-two-step,’ I can attest that potty training people at the 
earliest age is a given; not doing so to sidestep people poop and dog poo is expecting far too 
much of us pedestrians. In a bygone age, it was common for a mom when visiting neighboring 
mothers to bring a potty-chair with kid in tow. Ideally, all present had children in potty training. 
It confined the tykes with a sense of busy-purpose freeing women to gossip, smoke and drink 
coffee undisturbed by otherwise on the loose, hyperactive, young children. Placing them on 
potty-chairs with instructions of sit there until ‘something happens’ kept young-nippers trouble 
free and stationary, mostly. Here is the scene: two or more bored, confused kids or ‘potty-pals,’ 
numb butts parked on potty-chairs, waiting for ‘something to happen;’ ‘something,’ often 
described by mothers as a tinkle, piddle or poo or alternately named a #1 or #2. All this 
terminology completely meaningless to new arrivals not familiar with words or numbers simply 
added more confusion to obeying stupid adult rules such as sitting still waiting for ‘something to 
happen.’ Boooooring! *Sigh* sitting on a pot, looking at each other or the floor, while listening 
to mom’s laughter in the other room; then suddenly comes a strange novelty — *fart!* The 
monotony breaks and potty-pals brighten up! Hoot, what was that they ask? The “something?!” 
Then comes another one — pooo-po-poot! Hey - who did that! More giggles all around: tee-he- 
he — POOOT! Te-he-he-snigger - pooot?! Sqeeeeaaaal, tee-he-he, snigger, snort...Suddenly, 
party-pal crashing mothers interrupt potty-pal fun asking, “what’s going on in here!? There is 
too much fun”.... her words trailing off as she senses.... sniff, sniff! Peeyewww, smells like 
‘something’ has ‘happened.’ Mom pulls captives from each chair, examines an empty pot then 
returns them to their seats. Hmmm, suspiciously, she looks around to again ask, “what is going 
on in here?!” as if what ‘happened’ is hiding from her. The youngsters are thinking, well, mom, 
is it not obvious? You looked into the bowl; ‘nothing’ is in it so ‘nothing’ is going on. Kids 
recognize that adults and parents are bananas, when too wrapped up in their personal issues, 
never figuring out what kids already know about life — farts are funny. Moreover, these little 
thinkers, expert at creative time management ‘waiting for something to happen,’ devise decoy 
answers, such as ‘nothing’ to baffle adult inquisitors. They devise useful skills and plans honed 
for coming years to play teenager games of ‘catch me if you can’ with parents and teachers. The 
mothers make faces, give stern ‘mom’ glances that every kid ignores, then return to their coffee 
and gossip leaving the charges waiting for a happening that already has: these wee-ones learned 
that farts are funny while their moms, sadly, missed the whole comic opera point. Toddlers 
enjoy the body as an entertaining, delightful and humorous toy; when used creatively, it is great 
fun - i.e. spinning around until throwing up, falling down, then after one is able to crawl off the 
ground - do it again! ‘I dare you,’ optional for this game as a group activity, is when many kids 
spin around while hurling cookies and milk! Most of the time, little-people have almost as much 
fun watching adult reactions to their antics as in grossing them out to get those responses. Their 
victims remain cluelessly shaking heads while the kids have a ball. Alas, all good things 
eventually end. Meaningless, constipated and stuffy adulthood beliefs and rules destroy 
children’s fresh-impetuousness, which absents life of his or her naive and joyful laughter. 
Imagine the world, if we all as potty-pals laughed with each other at how silly we look sitting on 
potty chairs making funny sounds instead of all the harm and killing because of different 
appearances, noisy beliefs and other adult insanities. To enjoy more kiddish clowning around 
that sadly upon growing up one chooses to cease experiencing. Kids know that waiting for 
‘something to happen’ is absurd; it already has. They create ‘happenings’ while most grown-ups 
cluelessly never catch on. 


